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 If you have an unusual problem, only one man can help…

 Kansas City's foremost private investigator, DIRK GARRICK specializes in missing persons cases. But when his latent psychic abilities begin to awaken, he finds himself drawn deeper into the shadowy underworld of secret societies and occult crime.

In SINS OF THE FLESH, Garrick hits rock bottom. No big deal, he’s done it before. But losing most of his psychic abilities wasn’t something he was prepared to deal with. He was ready to cut off the “occult” part of his detective business for good. 

But, a young woman begs Garrick to find her child, who literally vanished into thin air. Before Garrick could make sense of it, the woman also vanishes right in front of him. 

Just because Garrick is less than he once was doesn’t mean the weird cases stop coming.




Dirk Garrick was drunk. Not blackout drunk. Not yet. He was at the level where he could still remember every shitty thing that had happened recently, but from a distance, as if he were the sole person in a theater watching cut scenes from the life of a sad sack who always turned left when he should have just stayed the fuck home. 

He eyed the half-empty bottle of amber whiskey in his hand. It was nowhere near enough to get him to the promised land of dreamless unconsciousness. 

Did he have more in the house? 

His head was too fuzzy to remember. The bedroom was gloomy like one of his cherished B&W detective noir films, the only light coming from his on-suite bathroom. Various scents competed for his attention: booze, heavy lavender perfume, sweat, make-up, that strange smell created by the entanglement of two bodies that were exquisite in the throes of erotic frenzy but quite pungent afterward. 

He was sprawled vertically on his queen-sized bed. One of his legs was lying on bare white mattress. Most of his maroon Egyptian cotton sheets were on the floor, tossed off when the previous hour's activity had become too manic. What part of the sheets remained on the bed were damp, though whether from sex sweat or spilled whiskey, Garrick couldn’t say. 

A female voice yelled something from the bathroom. What was her name? Garrick tried to respond but only moaned instead. He was vaguely aware he’d done most of his drinking post-coitus, which probably wasn’t a smart thing to do with a stranger in his house, but then, wise decision-making wasn’t exactly his forte. 

“What?” A woman came to the bathroom door, not even remotely self-conscious over her lack of clothing.

Garrick tried to speak again, failed. 

“I said, if you don’t want to fuck again, I’m heading home. I have to work in the morning.”

Garrick struggled to look at himself. He was also sans clothing. The bits of him that should have been interested in the girl’s offer were lying flopped over like a sleeping puppy. 

“I’ll take that as a no,” the girl said, returning to the bathroom. A few minutes later, she reemerged wearing the same miniskirt and halter top combo Garrick had peeled off of her a few hours before. 

With the bathroom light behind her, the girl almost looked like Sophia. But no, Sophia had dark hair and olive skin, not bottle blond and spray-tan orange. This girl was also missing the hurt, angry scowl Sophia had been sporting the last time he’d seen her. 

How long ago was that? A month, two months? 

Who cares? Garrick took a long pull, draining the bottle. He let it fall from his hands. It clunked on his hardwood floor and rolled away.

The girl rummaged around on the floor until she found her purse. 

“I’ll call you.” 

She wouldn’t. She closed the bedroom door behind her, exiting his life with dull finality. She was a nurse, as he dimly recalled. Smart enough to recognize Garrick as the kind of guy who was good for a scratch when you had an itch, but you don’t take home to Mama unless you were intent on punishing her. Garrick knew he was dangerously close to becoming what girls nowadays referred to as a “fuckboy”, except he didn’t lead anyone on. He was honest about being a piece of garbage with commitment issues. Oddly enough, this didn’t send women fleeing into the streets as it should have. Some girls, the busy ones, saw in him the chance to get some good “D” without the baggage of having someone following them around like a lovesick puppy. Other women saw him as a wounded puppy they could nurse back to health. He generally restricted his dalliances to the former while discouraging the latter. 

There was a time, not too long ago when Garrick had believed he’d climbed out of the bottle for good. He’d become a social drinker, ready to trade his trench coat and whiskey for a pink polo shirt and a glass of sparkly white wine. 

What a fucking joke. Who was he kidding? He was a train wreck. Always had been, always would be. 

His cell phone rang. 

He blinked, startled.

Who the fuck had turned on the damned lights?

It took a moment, but eventually, his ace detective skills kicked in, and he realized his bedroom was flooded with sunlight. It was morning. He must have finally passed out. 

His phone was still ringing. 

Garrick’s head was throbbing rhythmically like a rock bassist with more enthusiasm than skill.

His cell phone was on the nightstand. He reached for it, damned near knocked it to the floor, tried again, and managed to get his fingers around the case. 

“Garrick. Are you alive?”

Damn. He’d meant to turn the damned thing off, not answer the call. 

“What?”

“Good. You’re awake. We have a client for you.” 

“Fuck off, Alan.” 

“Ah. Garrick’s got a touch of the grumpies this morning. Grab yourself some jitter liquid and head over, say, in an hour?”

“Make it two. I need time to shower and plot your murder.”

“Beautiful.” 

Garrick dropped his phone, hoping to crack it on the floor. Instead, it landed on a pillow that had fallen from the bed. 

I can’t catch a fucking break.

An hour later, he was showered and dressed in a brown tweed suit and a beige shirt that made him look like a detective from a 1940s pulp noir flick. His superhero costume, as his partner-in-fighting-crime, Frank Hanson, called these clothes. He preferred wool, but it was too damned hot outside.

Garrick stomped downstairs, fished out a yellow mug from the massive pile of dirty dishes in his sink, rinsed it out, and made black coffee and buttered toast, ingesting both at his kitchen table while flipping through the news on his iPad. He would have preferred the feel of a crisp newspaper, but those were so skimpy these days that they weren’t worth his time. He paid particular attention to the crime reports on both sides of the state line in Kansas City. Lawyers chased ambulances. Garrick chased BOLO’s. 

Breakfast eaten, he grabbed his brown felt fedora off the coat rack by the front door. Garrick eyed his beige trench coat lovingly, but it was in the mid-seventies outside. Garrick hated summer. He also hated winter, but at least then he could complete his uniform. 

The house smelled moldy and stale. He grabbed a bottle of Febreze off the floor and gave it a few spritzes. Satisfied he’d done all he could, he went into the garage and hopped into the front seat of his newer-model navy blue Chrysler 300. The backseat was filled with to-go bags and empty Styrofoam coffee cups. He stared at the mess for a moment. There had been a time when people had accused him of being a neat freak. He’d grown as a human being since then. 

Garrick felt like a man out of time—this damned computerized car, with its heated seats and push-button start. Granted, the heated seats were handy when his back started cramping up. It did that a lot lately. That hadn’t always been the case, though. Once, Garrick had been thrown from a third-story window and walked away without so much as a bruise to show for it. 

No more. 

He was so much less than what he once was. 

Was this how the old fogies in the nursing home felt? When they grudgingly had to call for a nurse to help them get up and take a piss, were they remembering the time they scored the winning touchdown in high school when their bodies had been strong and powerful, and invincible? Did those memories drive them crazy, knowing how diminished they now were? 

So much less. So few things mattered to him anymore.

Garrick was less than he used to be, and it was driving him crazy. Granted, the power he’d wielded hadn’t been his. A Big Bad had been feeding him energy, constantly tempting him to go too far, playing a long seduction towards the ultimate betrayal of everything Garrick loved and believed in. Garrick had refused to give in and now the Big Bad and his wonderful power were gone forever. 

Wasn’t he supposed to feel relieved, knowing he’d gallantly sacrificed himself for the greater good? 

Instead, Garrick felt empty. 

So much less than what he once was. 

He stabbed the car’s start button, tuned the Sirius radio to a station playing big band-era jazz to drown out his thoughts, and carefully backed out of the garage.




Garrick parked on the street a block from his office. He used to rent space in the Missouri Water building, but they’d eventually decided to remodel. He’d been told his former office was now a lovely public restroom. He’d briefly considered saving money by seeing clients at home, but considering some of the freaks of nature his practice attracted, that seemed like a monumentally bad idea. Despite popular opinion, there was a limit to how many poor decisions he was willing to make in any one fiscal year. His new office wasn’t too far from the Missouri River, which, to Garrick The Not-So-Great-Outdoorsman, just smelled like rancid mud. 

He strode past an insurance office, a small art gallery, and an empty space until he arrived at his door: 




DED GIRLS MODELING

BEAUTY FROM THE DARK SIDE




GARRICK INVESTIGATIONS




Renting space from a soft-core porn company probably didn’t help his reputation with other detective agencies, but he wasn’t inclined to give a damn. Alan and Joan Huske, the owners of Ded Girls, were old high-school friends who not only knew about his “extra” abilities but had even utilized them once when a photographer of theirs had gone missing. That caper had almost resulted in their untimely deaths, but everyone seemed to have gotten over that.

He opened the door and walked past the first set of stairs. Garrick assumed the architect of this building had used the Winchester Mystery House for inspiration. There were stairs everywhere you looked, leading to rooms inaccessible from any other direction; some rooms were tucked into strange corners and couldn’t be seen if you didn’t stand in the right spot. 

There was also an old elevator in the main lobby if you enjoyed having your heart leap into your throat every time it jerked. If you pressed down and a passcode, you’d end up in the basement where Alan kept their servers and computer equipment. Press up and the elevator would bypass the second floor and take you straight up to the attic, which was filled with plastic boxes of props used during shoots. Given the gothic/horror nature of the website, this meant an attic that could give Alice Cooper nightmares. Joan had pasted a big sign reading NO CARDBOARD! on the attic door in a vain attempt to curb rodent infestation. 

Madame’s office was on the right. Whenever Garrick felt the insatiable desire for a cigarette, he came down here, stood by her closed door, and inhaled deeply for several minutes. Madame was Alan and Joanie’s aunt and their chief model wrangler. Her attitude made Garrick look like a tender kitten in the grumpiness department. She’d been known to make grown men weep from fear with just a glance from one wrinkled, angry, bloodshot eye. Her door was always closed, and Garrick didn’t dare knock on it. 

The hall opened into a great room Ded Girls used as a waiting area, a gathering area for open calls, and possibly the odd satanic potluck dinner. Some strange gothic music was thumping over speakers hanging from the ceiling pipes, giving the place an industrial rave feel. Incense was always burning, typically sandalwood. Almost every surface was painted some shade of black, punctuated by strips of neon lighting. Posters and 8x10’s of beautiful, half-naked people wearing tremendous amounts of eye makeup dotted the walls. 

The receptionist sat behind a high circular desk, wearing all the latest fashions from Hot Topic. One of the upsides of renting space here is that Garrick got to use their receptionist for free, a luxury he’d never been able to afford. The downside is that the girls were often temps who became confused by the fact that the business models of Ded Girls and Garrick Investigations both involved taking pictures of naked people, the difference being Garrick’s photos often ended up being used as evidence in divorce trials. 

Another set of stairs behind the receptionist’s desk led to Garrick’s office. 

“Tell Alan I’m here, willya?” 

The receptionist glanced up at him through purple bangs covering heavily darkened eyes. “I’m sorry. Who?” She carried the slight lisp of someone with a new tongue piercing. 

Garrick closed his eyes and sighed. “He’s probably insisted you call him Silke.” 

She perked up at that, showing very white, very perfect teeth. She was no trailer park vampire queen. Her parents probably lived in a giant house in Leawood and kept her old bedroom filled with pink sheets and stuffed animals just in case she decided to come home and be “our little girl again.” 

“Oh yes. I’ll let Mr. Silke know you’ve arrived.”

Jesus wept. 

Neither of the Huske kids were comfortable with their birth names. In high school, Joan Huske had acquired the nickname 3B, which supposedly stood for Bisexual Buddhist Bitch. The first part wasn’t entirely true, but One L and Two B’s didn’t quite have the same ring to it, as she was fond of telling people. That joke apparently killed at LGBTQ events. 

Perhaps out of some misplaced sibling rivalry, her slightly overweight, socially awkward brother had decided he should be called Silke. He claimed it was his Pickup Artist handle, but Garrick had yet to see any real evidence of a woman being picked up by him. There was a strict hands-off-the-talent policy in place here, which even Garrick respected, given that Madame had grown up on a farm and had all sorts of hair-raising stories of castrating frisky animals. 

3B’s office was closed, which was to be expected. Ded Girls did their primary business in the evening. Most of their aspiring models were in college and/or worked regular day jobs. Garrick saw most of his clients during the day; nighttime was for stakeouts and following targets. Alan - sorry, Silke - liked to work on the website while the sun was up, presumably to free up his evenings for pickup artist shenanigans. This involved going to a bar and “running game” on women for a few minutes, then excitedly rushing home to spend the next eight or nine hours discussing it online with other master pick-up artists. From Garrick’s perspective, spending time with actual women seemed to be the least important part of the process. 

Garrick entered his office, which he’d gone to great lengths to avoid decorating. It was vaguely modeled after Phillip Marlowe’s office from the film version of The Big Sleep: a desk with an old-fashioned rotating lamp, an uncomfortable wooden swivel chair, and filing cabinets (mostly empty since his files were computerized and backed up to his Dropbox). He took off his hat, hung it on the coat rack near the door, and considered pulling a bottle of whisky from one of the filing cabinets but swore off. He’d initially planned on adding a few more period pieces to his space: an old-fashioned manual typewriter perhaps, maybe a rotary phone, toss in a few artsy pin-up girl posters from the Great War. What stopped him was the sure knowledge some reporter would catch wind and demand to do a cute lifestyle piece with a cringe-worthy headline like Trouble is Garrick’s business. 

He sat, the chair creaking its disapproval. Silke lightly tapped on the door a moment later before ushering in a young lady. 

“This is Dirk Garrick, our in-house private investigator, Tam. He’s the best there is.”

Garrick was mildly impressed. Alan had been one of those high school losers who could wax poetic at length on the intricacies of computer coding and esoteric comic book lore to his little circle of geeky buddies but couldn’t look a girl in the eye without getting visibly nauseated. That he could speak so confidently to the tiny goddess next to him was a testament to how far he’d come in recent years. Or maybe the weird shirt he was wearing with silver and pink butterflies bestowed magic confidence on its wearer instead of the embarrassment it should have rightly conjured. 

Garrick waved at a fold-up metal chair in front of his desk. “Have a seat, Miss…?”

“Tamara Mason.” Her eyes were red and bloodshot. Her black eyeliner was smudged under her baggy eyelids. She wore a plain cotton T-shirt and jeans, form-fitting but slightly wrinkled as if she’d slept in them. 

“Do you need me to stay, Tam…?” Silke asked.

“No. Thank you. You’ve been wonderful.”

Silke blushed and, for a moment, his old high-school self peeked through. Then it was gone. He flashed her a warm smile and backed out, closing the door behind him. 

Garrick used the distraction to size her up. Generally speaking, two types of people walked through his door. The first were calm, almost predatory; they wanted evidence of cheating to gain leverage in a divorce case, or proof of insurance fraud, or to track down someone who owed them a lot of money. Garrick didn’t mind those types. He could charge them out the ass for expenses, and they’d gladly pay, provided he delivered the goods. 

Tamara Mason fell into the second category. She was barely holding it together. Whatever her problem, it was eating her up inside. 

Garrick put on his stone-cold face. He’d entertained plenty of distraught people, and the worst thing he could do, the absolute worst, would be to give someone hope when there may not be any. People always wanted to believe their relationships could be salvaged, that their suspicions were wrong, or that the loved one they’d lost track of was still alive and had somehow forgotten how to use a phone. 

Hope was dangerous, and Garrick didn’t like to deal in hope. His line of business often entailed grim, dark realities that no one wanted to face. He specialized in finding missing persons, and people rarely disappeared because things were peachy keen. 

“How can I help you, Miss Mason?”

She reached into her purse. Her fingernails were ragged, and the nail polish was half worn off. She extracted a beat-up 4x6 photo of a cute, smiling little girl in pigtails.

Garrick’s heart sank. He knew what was coming next.

“This is my baby, Madison. She’s missing.” 

Check and mate. Garrick hated missing children's cases. All too often, the case ended with him finding not a child but a body, sometimes disassembled. Heartbreaking. 

“Did you call the police?”

“Yes. They were pretty fucking mean about it,” Tamara said through gritted teeth. “The minute they found out I was a ‘nudie model,’ they turned all their suspicions on me. They assumed I’d either sold her to buy drugs or killed her myself. They were pretty pissed when their tox screens all came back negative.” 

Garrick made a mental note to hit up some of his police contacts for the actual report, but he wasn’t really surprised at the reaction. There were plenty of conservative Missouri cops who would make the assumption anyone who takes their clothes off for money was a drug-addled bimbo. He was surprised they hadn’t accused her of sacrificing her daughter to Satan. Some cops spent a great deal of their off-duty hours trying to ferret out evidence of the Satanic pedophile ring they were certain was out there somewhere. Garrick could have blown their minds with what he knew about secret societies, but they’d probably be severely disappointed their beloved Satanic conspiracy theory wasn’t true and might even accuse Garrick of being involved in a cover-up. Sometimes, it was best to leave crazies alone. 

“Okay. Forget the police for now. Tell me what happened.”

Tamara took a long, deep breath. “It was three days ago. I’m a waitress at the Cheesecake Factory and was called in to work an extra shift. A lady down the hall from me, Mrs. Zambrano, babysits for free in exchange for me letting her use my wi-fi. I worked my shift, then went to the grocery. I came home, and Mrs. Zambrano was running around like crazy. Madison had disappeared two minutes before I walked in. I didn’t think it was a big deal at first. Maddie likes to play hide ’n seek, and she’s small, so she fits in the damnedest places.”

“But you didn’t find her.”

“No.” 

“What was Mrs. Zambrano doing when Madison disappeared?”

“Making a snack. They’d been sitting on the couch watching Masha and Bear cartoons on Netflix. Mrs. Zambrano got up to put a popcorn bag in the microwave. When she came back, Maddie was just gone. The front door was locked, with a chain that Maddie couldn’t reach. All the windows were shut with rusted locks that even I couldn’t open. It’s only a small one-bedroom apartment, so there’s nowhere to go.”

“Did the police question Mrs. Zambrano?”

“Briefly. But they mostly focused on me.”

“How well do you know Mrs. Zambrano?”

“Pretty good, I guess. She’s lived down the hall from us for two years. She has three kids, but they’re all grown. Her husband passed away a few years ago. She keeps busy helping people in the building.”

“I’m going to be honest with you, Miss Mason. I can understand why the police were suspicious. The scenario you’re describing is pretty much impossible. One of you is lying, but I think the police may have focused on the wrong suspect.”

Tarama looked horrified. “But that can’t be. Mrs. Zambrano wouldn’t hurt Maddie. She treated Maddie like her own kid, and Maddie just adored her.”

Garrick let it go. No one ever wanted to believe the wonderful person they’d let into their life could be a rapist, or a murderer, or a child sex trafficker. That was the part no conspiracy theorist wanted to deal with; they fantasized about taking down shadowy cabals of evil-doers. But the horrifying truth was most evil was perpetrated by a family member or a close friend. The number of girls who’d been assaulted by their dear old Uncle Ralph far outnumbered the ones attacked by a stranger hiding in a bush. Shitty old world we lived in, really. 

“Where’s Maddie’s father? Would he have a key to your place?”

Tamara shook her head. “He was killed when Maddie was two. A drunk driver tried to come up an exit ramp just as Josh was getting off the highway. Head-on collision.”

“I’m sorry. How old is Maddie now?”

“Five. Just started first grade.” 

“She looks two in this picture. Do you have anything more recent?”

“I’m not much of a photographer. I gave my only new pictures to the police, and they haven’t returned them.” 

“I see. Has anything unusual happened over the past few weeks? Did she mention any strangers hanging around or maybe an adult at school who made her feel weird?”

“No. Nothing like that. She was having fun.”

“What about you? Most of the models here have stalkers, both online and in real life.”

“I don’t talk about my personal life on my professional social media accounts. My personal ones are all private and locked down.”

“You’d be surprised at what some people can dig up. Anything threatening?”

“No. I get the usual dick pics in my DM’s and awkward proposals. Nothing every girl in the world doesn’t get on a daily basis.”

“I’ll need to see your apartment. I’ll also need to speak to Mrs. Zambrano.”

“You won’t be mean to her, will you? She’s a very sweet lady.”

“Miss Mason, I’m a detective. My job is to find your daughter, not make friends with your neighbors. If she’s honest with me, I’ll be polite. But, if I feel she’s hiding something, I’ll do what’s necessary to get to the truth.” 

Tamara nodded sadly. “I understand. When can you start?”

Garrick stood. “With missing kids, time is of the essence. Let’s go.”




Tamara Mason and her daughter lived in an older apartment building near the KU Med Center. There were no security cameras that Garrick could see, and businesses were not close enough that a camera might have caught a stranger coming in or out of the building. There were residential houses a block or so away. Searching for witnesses was probably a dead end, given how far they were, but he’d knock on a few doors later anyway. He’d cracked more than one case thanks to a nosey dog-walker. Not a bad area to live in, but anyplace near downtown could get dicey at night—lots of trees and overgrown shrubbery for Satanists to hide in. 

It was four stories, maybe five apartments per floor. The outside might have been a sunny yellow when Nixon was still in office. The outside door led directly into the foyer. Anyone could walk in wearing a maintenance uniform and go anywhere without being noticed. A uniform made you background noise.

“Tell me about your neighbors.” 

“I’m afraid I don’t know them that well outside Mrs. Zambrano. I say hi to people if I pass them in the hall or the mailroom, but when you have a kid and a job, you’re busy, you know?”

Garrick didn’t, but he nodded anyway. He’d lived in the same house for over seven years and only knew his neighbor's names out of sheer paranoia. Garrick had never understood why some people were hellbent to start a family. For Garrick, family meant being forced to spend way too much of your time dealing with people you didn’t like just because they were blood. Garrick’s father had acted like having a child was the biggest inconvenience possible, which had always struck Garrick as weird since the man had no real life outside of work and watching television. It wasn’t like raising Garrick had prevented him from finding the cure for cancer. Garrick had decided in his early teens that he never wanted to be a father himself, given his only real role model had been distant and grumpy. He didn’t need to visit the parenting section at Barnes & Noble to know those weren’t great qualities to have when raising a kid. Unless, of course, you were drumming up future business for the local liquor store. 

“Landlord?”

“Never met him. I rented the apartment through a service and pay rent online. We don’t have an on-site manager, but a maintenance man putters around. I don’t know his name, sorry.”

The foyer was clean but worn. Plug-in air fresheners were fighting a losing battle against the musty odor all old buildings eventually acquired. 

She walked past the elevator and mounted a stairwell set nearby. “I’m claustrophobic,” She shot back over her shoulder.

Her apartment was the second door from the stairs. So far, Garrick’s instincts were quiet. He couldn’t tell if that was because nothing had happened here or if he was no longer sensitive enough to pick anything up. 

Tamara dropped her keys as she was trying to unlock the door. “Sorry. I haven’t been back here since Maddie disappeared. I’ve been staying with friends. It just seems too lonely.”

“You can stay out here if you want.” 

“No, I need to do this.”

The apartment was small, sparse, and clean. Like most twenty-somethings, the furnishing was whatever she could afford or acquire from relatives. A dinged-up wooden coffee table sat in front of a threadbare brick-colored couch with soft flower designs. The only pictures on the wall showed a younger Tamara with a smiling young man Garrick assumed was her late husband holding an infant. A few girly toys were scattered about, shiny and colorful in their pastel pinks and blues. The whole apartment smelled of lemon furniture polish. 

Something seemed off, but he couldn’t place his finger on it. Garrick had a bad taste in his mouth, metallic like he’d been sucking on a penny. 

Not good. That usually signified some kind of energy discharge. 

“Where was Maddie when she vanished?”

“Mrs. Zambrano said Maddie was on the couch, watching television, while she went to make snacks.” 

Tamara wandered into the kitchen as if to demonstrate.

Garrick took the opportunity to sniff around. He was but a shadow of his former self, but he wasn’t without some abilities. There was something weird about the energy in here. The little girl had been here, on this couch. He could almost see her astral form sitting there, eyes glued to the television, feet unconsciously tapping in time to whatever music her show had been playing. 

And then, suddenly, she wasn’t there. 

Curious. 

There was no energy trail from the couch. He could faintly see her movements from earlier, bouncing around the room, playing with a light heart as only a child could. 

She never left the couch. And it wasn’t like some eldritch hand had reached out to snatch her into the void. She simply vanished. 

Damn. 

A bright flash went off behind him, like someone flipping a light switch on and off. He turned around the corner and entered the kitchen. 

“Where did-” 

Tamara wasn’t there. The taste of metallic pennies was extremely strong in his mouth. 

“Miss Mason?”

He went down the hall. There was one bathroom filled with make-up and hairstyling products all over the vanity. There was also one small bedroom. The full-size bed was disheveled, with a single rumpled pillow on the floor, as if Tamara had been tossing and turning in her sleep. Garrick peeked into the closet. No one was hiding among the dozens of shoes at the bottom or among the selection of dresses and casual wear Tamara had collected. 

“Tamara Mason!”

No answer. 

The short hairs on the back of Garrick’s neck rose. 

He made a second circuit around the small apartment. 

Tamara was gone. 

He
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